"What did he have to yell at you?** Peter Johnson Junior
asfeied Mabel. He had just arrived in time to hear the last
words and to see Marsh disappear.

"The stuck-up ass/' was all Mabel answered. Peter

opened the car and stepped in; "Home------"he told the

chauffeur.

"I thought we are having a supper party at the Waldorf?"
Mabel said. Peter put his arm around her shoulder. She
wriggled a little but came to rest after a while. He contem-
plated how he was to break the bad news to her without a
shock. "No, we don't/* he said. "In fact, we are going
to have a funeral. Granny is gone."

"But, Peter------"

"Yes, I know. It gets you in the pit of the stomach. But
she was old and maybe she didn't mind so much, what do
you think? She didn't quite fit in any more. I think if she
could have had the choice, she would have preferred to pop
oS during a nice, juicy performance of Carmen rather than
live through the liquidation of the firm and all that. You
are not crying, Punk, are you?"

"No, not about Granny," Mabel sobbed with candour.

Peter put his arm a bit closer around her and she snuggled
up to him.

He looked straight ahead and gave one deep sigh. He had
never noticed before how young Mabel was, so very young
all over, her hair, her skin, even to the blueish white of her
eyes. The whole girl was shining, rippling, radiant with
youth. He didn't think she used a lot of cold cream on her
face either. He felt as if he had just begun to be grown-up.

"I thought that after the funeral and all that, I might go
to Sun Valley during the Easter vacation for a bit of skiing,"
he said and this was the end of a very long and heavy chain
of thought. " Care to come along ? "

Mabel blew her nose. "Will there be snow at this time
of the year?" she asked.